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Alas, my dear, couldst thou suppose that face
Which needs not envy Phoebus* chiefest pride
Could secret be, although in secret place,
And that transparent glass such beams could hide?
But if I had been blind, yet Love's hot flame
Kindled in my poor heart by thy bright eye
Did plainly show, when it so near thee came,
By more than usual heat the cause was nigh.
So, though thou hidden wert, my heart and eye
Did turn to thee by mutual sympathy.

IV

IF you would know the love which I you bear,

Compare it to the Ring which your fair hand

Shall make more precious when you shall it wear:

So my love's nature you shall understand.

Is it of metal pure? so you shall prove

My love, which ne'er disloyal thought did stain.

Hath it no end? so endless is my love,

Unless you it destroy with your disdain.

Doth it the purer wax the more 'tis tried?

So doth my love: yet herein they dissent,

That whereas gold, the more 'tis purified,

By waxing less doth show some part is spent,

My love doth wax more pure by your more trying,

And yet increased! in the purifying.

On a Pair of Garters

GO, loving woodbine, clip with lovely grace

Those two sweet plants which bear the flowers of love;

Go, silken vines, those tender elms embrace

Which flourish still although their roots do move.

As soon as you possess your blessed places

You are advanced and ennobled more

Than diadems, which were white silken laces

That ancient kings about their forehead wore.

Sweet bands, take heed lest you ungently bind,

Or with your strictness make too deep a print:

Was never tree had such a tender rind,

Although her inward heart be hard as flint.

And let your knots be fast and loose at will:

She must be free, though I stand bounden stilL